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CHAPTER I. 



How I am an invalid the pubKc would 
not care to know, and I should not 
care to tell. Suffice it to say, that I 
am in a state of health which does not 
admit of great physical effi)rts. My 
object in placing the word "invalid" 
on my title page, is simply to indicate 
that the tour which I made this summer, 
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2 THE SUMMER TOUR 

and am about to describe, was one which 
entailed but very httle exertion on my 
part. 

I travelled in company with a lady 
and gentleman, who, for convenience 
sake, shall go by the name of Mr. and 
Mrs. Clay. 

We were to proceed from London to 
Antwerp by steamer, and, accordingly, 
on a certain ^ Sunday in August, we em- 
barked at noon on board the "Baron 
Osy," a ship which was advertised to 
reach her destination in from seventeen 
to eighteen hours. 

The day was cool, and everything 
passed off pleasantly enough till about 
seven p.m., when we lost sight of land, 
and many of our passengers began to 
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give visible signs that they were no 
longer in smooth water. Our vessel 
Wiis, we were informed, rather addicted 
to rolling, and the bad sailors among the 
passengers soon found to their cost that 
report spoke truly. I was among the 
sufferers, but, after having paid my 
tribute to the majesty of the ocean, I 
contrived to crawl into my berth and go 
to sleep. 

Fourteen of us were crammed into 
a single cabin. The atmosphere was 
naturally, in consequence, to say the 
least, warm. To add to the temperature 
of the place, we were obliged, about 
two A.M., to close the hatches, as the 
rain was coming down with a vengeance. 

After a night's rest, which was, under 

b2 
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the circumstances, ^^as good as was to 
be expected," I turned out about five 
A.M., and went on deck, where things 
looked rather gloomy. It was wet, and 
still rained occasionally. Wretched 
ladies were just beginning to appear, 
pale and tired, for we were told that 
the state of affairs in the ladies' cabin, 
during the night, had been far worse 
than in ours. 

On either side were the low banks 
of the Scheldt (which we had now been 
ascending for some hours) covered (the 
banks, not the river) with those ridicu- 
lous stunted trees which look as if they 
had been scattered about by the pro- 
prietor of some very large toy-shop. 
Till now, I had never thought that the 
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trees in the boxes of German toys could 
have been copied from nature. It really- 
seemed as if one had only to stretch 
one's hand out and pocket a bundle 
of them. 

At last, about half-past seven a.m., 
we reached Antwerp, where, after the 
oflScer had examined our passports, and 
found that we had no intending con- 
spirators amongst us, we were per- 
mitted to land. 

A little later, the weather cleared up, 
and the sun made his appearance, so 
that we saw the city to advantage. 

Now everybody knows that Antwerp 
is full of nothing but churches and 
paintings. Seeing churches is rather 
in my line; staring at pictures, and 
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iliercby laying in a stock of headache 
to luHt a week, is not at all to my 
tiiHtc. So I would have nothing to do 
with the Museum, and only visited the 
(Jiitljedral and one or two of the princi- 

« 

jml cliurchcs. The outside of the Cathe- 
dral I thought fine, the inside nothing 
neinarkal)lc. The most wonderfiil thing 
I Raw in it was a man painting with 
liiK toes, lie had been born without 
arms, and wore the sock of his right 
foot in the same way as a lady does 
lier mittens, thus leaving his toes free 
scope for action. I was told by those 
who were better judges than myself 
that he painted with some success. 
Doubtless the poor ( ?) man thinks arms 
and hands very superfluous. 
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The streets of Antwerp are, on the 
whole, not particularly dirty, nor un- 
commonly odorous. 

I can recommend currant ices there. 

The Hotel St. Antoine, to which we 
went, is considered the best in the place. 
If so, it ought to be ashamed of the 
insects that half-devoured me in my 
bed. 
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CHAPTER n. 

Our next day's journey was all by rail- 
road. We intended to sleep at Bonn 
and so left Antwerp about nine a.m., 
and passed right through Belgium into 
Ehine Prussia, only stopping two or 
three times to change carriages and 
snatch a hasty dinner, till we arrived 
at Cologne. 

The only remarks I made on the 
coimtry we passed through were that 
Lifege was prettily situated and that, 
as we approached the German frontier. 
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the trees began to get a little bigger, 
till we saw some at last, near Aix-la- 
Chapelle, of quite a respectable size. 

Having about an hour to spare at 
Cologne before the train started for 
Bonn, we devoted it, as was proper, to 
the Cathedral, which I thought very 
fine; though, I dare say, what gave me 
as much satisfaction as anything else 
was the compliment my guide paid me 
on the quality of my German. 

Bonn, which is only an hour and a 
half, by rail, from Cologne, lies very 
pleasantly on the left bank of the Rhine 
— at least, it ought to be called the left 
bank, though one never knows what is 
what in these ticklish matters of geo- 
graphy. At all events, it is the West 
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bank of the river ; so much I can safely 
assert. 

Here we saw a most beautiful sunset 
over the Siebengebirge, and the Dra- 
chenfels appeared to be, for «, few 
minutes, all on fire. Some friends of 
ours, who had accompanied us as far 
as Cologne, stayed there till after sunset, 
thus misssing what I made a point of 
declaring, on their arrival, was one of 
the finest sights I had ever beheld. 
They, on the other hand, maintained 
that nothing could be better than their 
view of Cologne at sunset from its 
Cathedral tower. ^ 

At Bonn, I heard what was a great 
piece of news to so unmusical a person 
as myself, namely, that Beethoven was 
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born there, and rejoiced in a statue, I 
think in the market-place. 

From Bonn to Mayence includes all 
the beauties of the Rhine, and this stage 
we therefore performed on a steamer. 
It is a long day's business, as we left 
at eight a.m., and did not get in till 
half-past seven p.m. The boats are un- 
failing in one respect only, viz., their 
want of punctuality. You must always 
give them a good hour's grace. 

As Murray is a name not unknown 
in England, I need not trouble myself 
to describe the Rhine. 

We had two or thr^e of the country 
people on board at diflferent times during 
the day, and a friend of ours, who is 
always ready with his pencil, took the 
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portraits of two unconscious women, one 
young and one old, but both dressed 
alike in the costume of the peasants; 
the chief feature of which is a large 
white handkerchief on the head, tied 
under the chin, gipsy fashion, and falling 
gracefully over the shoulders. 

All those who have seen the pictures 
which, for some years, accompanied 
Albert Smith's entertainment, have a 
very correct idea of Rhine scenery, as 
I found on visiting the said river. 

At Mayence, where we passed the 
night, there is nothing to see beyond 
the Cathedral, unless you care for no 
end of soldiers in the Prussian and 
Austrian uniforms. The oflScers of 
these two nations have each their own 



OF AN INVALID. 13 

club, and no Austrian dare show his 
face in the one any more than a Prus- 
sian in the other. 

The next day was Thursday, and the 
evening was to find us at Basle. A 
long railroad journey was before us. Of 
pourse, as fine weather was not on that 
day of essential importance, though at 
all times welcome, it was most splendid. 
A more delightful morning was never 
seen, and the river looked beautiful. 
We had to cross it to take the train 
from a small place on the other side, 
called Mayence Gustavsburg. 

During a short distance, we had two 
or three Germans in the same carriage 
with us, who smoked abominable to- 
bacco, and caused us all to wish them 
further. 
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Our party was now five in number; 
including the two friends to whom I 
before alluded. When our objectionable 
smoking companions got out, we suc- 
ceeded, by bribing the guard with occa- 
sional sips of beer, and a little money, 
in keeping the carriage to ourselves. 
Moreover, whenever any one seemed 
disposed to get in, one of my friends 
put his head out of the window, and 
cautioned them against rashly venturing 
into a carriage where, he said, were 
several persons troubled with the whoop- 
ing cough. Either this awful announce- 
ment or, more probably, our ally, the 
guard, prevented any intrusion upon our 
repose. We enjoyed the same immunity 
from interruption even after the depar- 
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ture of our two friends, who descended 
at Friburg, in the grand duchy of Baden. 

Altogether we pronounced the Baden 
Railway badly managed, as at places 
where time was said to be allowed for 
refreshment, they hurried us into the 
carriages, shrieking out their eternal 
^^ einsteigen^^ (get in),, and then waited 
perhaps twenty minutes longer before 
starting. This was especially the case 
at Heidelberg, where an officious guide 
asked me, with what I felt, as I had 
no time to stop, to be most cutting 
irony, whether I would like to see the 
Castle. 

One gets most beautiful views of the 
Baden Hills as one rattles along; though, 
as we approached the close of our 
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journey, all enjoyment of that kind was 
put an end to by a violent storm, when 
the rain came down with tremendous 
fury, continuing at intervals till we 
reached Basle, about half-past seven, 

P.M. 

Up to this time there had been a 
dreadful dearth of pretty faces on our 
route. Indeed, I may conscientiously 
say, that I did not see more than three 
German ladies or peasants even tolerably 
good-looking. Still they must be very 
affectionate, as at a small station on the 
line I saw two young girls swing one 
another round and round in the vehe- 
mence of their embraces. The uglier 
people are, the more they feel the want 
of sympathy, I suppose. 
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Germany, and especially the Rhine 
Provinces, is said to be a land of fruit. 
Unfortunately, as all crops were so late 
this year, we did not -come in for much 
more than some miserable little apricots. 
Still, I have no doubt there is lots of 
fruit — ^in the season. 



18 THE STIGCEB TOUB 



CHAPTEB m. 

I HAVE nothing much to saj about 
Basle, exc^t that it has some Teiy £ur 
shops* 

Our day's journey was to have been 
a ckive through the Miinster Thai or 
Val des Moutiers, up the Weissenstein, 
a mountain in the Jura chain, whence, 
we were told, a magnificent distant view 
of the Alps was to be obtained in clear 
weather. But, if wet, we had made up 
our minds to go by train to Soleure, 
whence a car takes you up the Weis- 
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senstein, a distance of eight miles from 
the town. We particularly wished to see 
the Miinster Thai, said to be one of the 
most lovely valleys in Switzerland. Our 
usual bad luck interfered with this plan. 
On that Friday it rained cats and 
dogs; and driving being quite out of 
the question, we were driven to " take 
the cars," as an American would say, 
and with justice; for the railway car- 
riages (second class) contain each from 
forty to fifty passengers, just as, I be- 
lieve, they do in America. If you are 
of a very sociable disposition, this may 
be all very well; but, as smoking is 
allowed all through the carriage, except 
in a small inner compartment, which 
there is always a rush to secure, those 

c2 
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who dislike tobacco, as most women 
and some men do, have anything but 
a pleasant time of it. We only tried 
the second class once, and having had 
enough smoke on that occasion to satisfy 
us for some time to come, we always 
went first afterwards. Minm the num- 
bers and the smoke, the second class 
carriages are, however, as good as most 
of our first, having invariably cushioned 
seats and backs. 

The value of time seems to be as 
unknown in Switzerland as in Germany. 
A remark I made to a native on the 
subject of the train being late, was re- 
ceived with an indifferent " What did it 
matter, half-an-hour more or less?" 
The distance between Basle and 
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Soleure, by rail, is, I think, about forty 
miles; and what with stoppages and 
changing carriages, we took three hours 
in the transit. The rain came down 
unceasingly all the time, but the country 
did not seem very attractive, so we did 
not mind the wet much. 

On arrival at Soleure, it became a 
matter for consideration whether we 
should go on up the Weissenstein, and 
take our chance of an improvement in 
the weather, or sleep at Soleure and 
wait in hope. After some hesitation, 
we decided to make the ascent. So we 
crammed our three persons into a little 
covered cJiar-cL-hanCy where we had barely 
room to sit. Fortunately, neither of 
us were very bulky, and so we just 
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managed it. A thick mist hung over 
the mountain, and there was apparently 
but little chance of its clearing for some 
time. The road wound up through the 
most beautiful mountain scenery — at 
least, so we felt sure it must be, when no 
mist hid everything from sight. The 
chief incidents in our ascent were occa- 
sional jolts, but as a little shaking is 
very good for the digestion, this was, 
perhaps, rather an advantage than the 
reverse. In general, however, the road 
was very fair of its kind. We reached 
the top, where there is an inn, in aboiit 
two hours and a half. Here we found 
it rather cold, and were very glad to 
have a fire. 
Now that the railways are spreading, 
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the Weissenstein is but little frequented. 
English travellers rarely ascend it, and 
I only noticed one other name in the 
visitors' book besides our own, which 
belonged to an inhabitant of the British 
Isles, and that was evidently Scotch. 
« The bed-rooms of the inn are clean 
and airy, though rather scantily fur- 
nished, so that for sleeping accommoda- 
tion we were pretty well off. But the 
only decently eatable thing the house 
afforded, besides badly-boiled eggs, good 
butter, and sour bread, was a steak, a 
delicacy one gets tired bf£ in time. My 
friends dined on the day after our arrival 
at a sort of table d'hSte^ and were abso- 
lutely disgusted with the fare offered 
them. First came some greasy soup, 
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then some roasted liver, followed by 
other Hastinesses, the detail of which I 
spare the reader. 

Our courage, in going up the moun- 
tain in spite of the weather, had its 
reward, for we witnessed a fine sunset, 
and got our first glimpse of the Alpsj 
distant sixty miles. The two succeeding 
days were splendidly bright and clear. 
The sun rose and set magnificently. 
The whole range of the Bernese Alps 
stood out against the sky, with a sharp, 
clear outline. At one time (about eight 
A.M.),^ on the Sunday morning. Mount 
Blanc himself uncovered and was dis- 
dinctly visible. The only drawback to 
the enjoyment of the scene was the cold. 
The wind blew very keen, but, as it was 
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probably owing to it that the rain and 
mists had dispersed, we had no right 
to complain of that. 

In the way of company, we had, at 
first, only a few Swiss, who had come 
up for the benefit of the air fi:om the 
valleys below. Afterwards, our garrison 
was strengthened by a school of children 
of both sexes, who walked, or rather 
ran, up from a place fourteen miles ofi^, 
played about till evening, went to bed 
at ten p.m., and rose again in the mom- 
at four. After breakfest they all set 
ofi* home, as active and merry as ever. 

In spite of its attractions, we had had, 
after a two days' stay, enough of the 
Weissenstein ; so we slept on the Sunday 
night at Soleure, and went by train, the 
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next morning, to Lucerne. The weather 
being glorious, our drive down the 
mountain was very pleasant. We were 
not sorry to get into a somewhat warmer 
atmosphere, and, all things considered, 
agreed that there was no chance of our 
making the top of that particular mem- 
ber of the Jura chain a permanent 
residence. 

Soleure is a nice, clean town, with 
lots of fountains and several curious 
gateways. The Aar flows through it. 
This river seems to follow you wherever 
you go in Switzerland. Berne, the 
capital, is also on its banks. We 
arrived at Lucerne at two o'clock on 
Monday. 



OP AN INVALID. 27 



CHAPTER IV. 

LuCEBNE is a most beautifiilly situated 
place. No praise of it can be excessive. 
And its lake is, as Murray says, un- 
paraUeled among lakes. We stayed there 
three days, and many more might well 
be devoted to exploring its beauties. 
The town boasts some decent shops, 
and all ladies and children who go to 
Lucerne should look at the dolls in 
Swiss costume, of which there is a great 
and pleasing variety for sale. 
I spent the afternoon of our arrival 
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in strolling about ; it was too hot to do 
much else. In the evening, a storm 
came on, and the lightning flashing over 
the lake and on the sides of the moun- 
tains had a very fine effect. There is 
never anything to be done after dinner 
in a foreign hotel. So everybody goes 
to bed early, and I ought, in justice, 
to add, gets up betimes, thus ensuring 
for themselves the possession of health, 
wealth, and wisdom, if we are to believe 
the proverb. 

Next day, we wanted to go round the 
lake, consequently it was wet ; at least, 
occasional showers came down with 
great violence. Still Mrs. Clay and I 
went on board the steamer at ten o'clock, 
properly provided with macintoshes and 
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other wraps, and crossed to the other 
landing-place, where passengers, arriv- 
ing from the railway station, are picked 
up. Here we could stand the rain no 
longer, and so made an abrupt retreat 
from the vessel to our hotel. Towards 
mid-day it cleared a little, and as another 
steamer was to start at two, we once 
more embarked at that hour. This time 
we were fairly caught: for, about half 
an hour after, it again began to pour, 
and we were forced to take reftige in 
the cabin, where a most amusing French 
lady beguiled the time with an account 
of the number of mountains she had 
ascended and passes she had crossed 
in her younger days. 

As our steamer would not get back 
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to Lucerne till eight, and we wished to 
dine at a seven o'clock table d'Mte^ we 
left it at a little place called Brunnen, 
where I heard two peasants conversing 
on the progress of Garibaldi. The in- 
terest taken everywhere in that ad- 
mirable man seems to be common to 
all classes and indeed to all ages. A 
return steamer took us back to Lucerne. 
At the landing-place we found the two 
friends whom we left at Friburg, in 
Baden. They had been to Schaffhausen 
and Zurich in the interval. They joined 
in the general praise of Bauer's Hotel 
at Zurich. It must, from their account, 
be a model of excellence in the matter 
of dinners and attendance. On this 
head, the Schweizerhof at Lucerne might 
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take a lesson from it. In sleeping ac- 
commodation we had, however, nothing 
to complain of at the latter hotel. My 
own room was conveniently situated on 
the ground floor with windows opening 
on to the quay, so that I might, if I had 
chosen, have got in and out by them; 
but this I was afraid to do, lest some 
one else, following my example^ should 
enter that way and walk off with some 
of my property. 

The women of Lucerne seemed to me 
not quite so unattractive, to use a mild 
expression, as the Swiss ladies I had 
3een before. But here, I may as well 
remark, once for all, that the apparent 
want of good looks among all classes 
strikes an Englishman very much, and 
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presents a most unfavourable contrast 
to what lie can see any day at home. 
The women are colourless, pasty, and 
often stunted; a really pretty girl must 
indeed be a rara avis. Even Germany, 
ugly as is the shape of its people's 
heads, can often produce fresh, rosy- 
looking damsels. Good looks was the 
only thing which made me care to come 
back to my native land. 

Wednesday, August 22, was a bril- 
liant day, and as Mrs. Clay and I could 
not pretend that we had really seen the 
lake the day before, we all three em- 
barked at ten o'clock to make the tour. 
The water was very blue, the sun very 
bright, and the mountains very green; 
so we saw the glorious scenery to great 
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advantage. We passed the chapel of 
Tell, which I did not admire, and 
reached Fliielen about one o'clock. I 
was in Fliielen just long enough (ten 
minutes) to see that it was a nasty, 
dirty, little village, where I should be 
sorry to sleep even one night. Some 
of the other little places on the banks 
of the lake looked rather cleaner, though 
I cannot say positively that they were 
60, as I did not land at any of them. 
The steamers go a very good pace ; 
so we got back about five o'clock to 
Lucerne, delighted with our excursion. 
As our absence from England was neces- 
sarily limited, we resolved to leave 
Lucerne the next day. 



D 
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CHAPTER V. 

OuE route from Lucerne was to be over 
the Briinigg pass to Brienz, on the lake 
of the same name. We had engaged a 
carriage with three horses, in which we 
were to drive as far as Lungern, a small 
village at the foot of the pass. There 
the voiture was to be left behind and 
we were to cross the Briinigg on the 
backs of the horses. These were three 
in number, giving us each a steed. Our 
ci-devant coachman would be converted 
iijto a guide and lead Mrs. Clay's horse. 
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Of course it was very desirable to 
have a fine day for the expedition. On 
this occasion, fortune was not quite so 
unkind as usual. Although numerous 
clouds were hanging about, the day was 
fairly fine, and we were rather glad than 
otherwise that the sun had no great 
power. We started at eight a.m., and 
drove, in grand style, with jingling bells, 
through the town and across the bridge. 
The road we took wound round the 
base of Mount Pilate, and had not been 
completed more than a few months. It 
was excellent, as indeed all Swiss roads 
are, and we went along at a capital pace. 
The sound of the bells, we were told, 
keeps up the spirits of the horses ; who 
are further encouraged by a peculiar 

d2 
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noise, something like " uh-h-h ! " the 
frequent and vigorous utterance of which 
seems, with an occasional stroke of the 
whip, to constitute the whole art of 
native driving. The horses are such 
knowing beasts that they scarcely re- 
quire any guidance from the reins, which 
consist simply of a few cords. 

The first village we passed through 
was Alpnach, on the so-called lake of 
Alpnach, which is, however, only a small 
portion of the lake of Lucerne, inac- 
cesible, on account of its shallowness, 
to steamers. Thence we went on, 
through pretty, though not striking, 
country to Sarnen, a little town of two 
or three thousand inhabitants, where 
we stopped to feed the horses. I was 
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rather surprised to see that they had 
bread instead of corn to eat, and was 
told that it was done to make them get 
through their meals more quickly. This 
was the first instance I had met with, 
in Switzerland, of people who knew 
the value of time. 

When the quadrupeds had finished 
their repast, we continued our journey 
up a tolerably stiff ascent. Here the 
iili^s of the driver became loud and 
frequent. Seeing what an extraordinary 
effect this exclamation had upon Swiss 
cattle, I, on returning home, tried it 
with an English horse, and found he 
did not take the sUghtest notice of the 
uncouth soimd. He seemed to under- 
stand it about as much as an English 
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peasant would the Swiss patois. So 
that we see that not only man, but the 
horse, too, is a "bundle of habits," as 
somebody called him. 

We reached Lungem about one 
o'clock, and had a most vile dinner in 
the apology for an inn. Steaks so 
tough that it required such an appetite 
as I had to eat and digest them, formed 
the staple of the entertainment. The 
bread was delightfully sour, the soup 
abominably greasy, and the wine exe- 
crable. While the horses were being 
taken out of the carriage and saddled, 
I listened to a tempest of words to 
which the conducteur of a diligence, on 
its way to Lucerne, gave vent, because 
a passenger had told him in French, 
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which he (the conducteur) did not half 
understand, that a purse he had lost 
must be in the coupi. Upon this he 
put himself into a frightful passion, 
declared that the gentleman had accused 
him of theft, and, in short, made a 
regular exhibition of himself. 

Our horses now came to the door,^ 
and our cloaks, &c., were strapped on. 
The sun had gone in and the landlord 
of the inn was kind enough to tell us 
that it would certainly rain in the after- 
noon. It was then two o'clock, and 
high time to be off. 

Our cavalcade started in single file. 
Mrs. Clay, with the ex-coachman, now 
guide, at her horse's head, leading, next 
Mr. Clay, and last myself, bringing up 
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the rear with the courier on foot. After 
a few hundred yards, we tamed oat of 
the high road into a pretty steep path, 
and one had to consider how best to 
sit in the saddle so as not to be shaken 
into little bits during the ascent Had 
I not been an invalid, I should naturally 
have preferred to walk. Indeed I thought 
the pedestrians of our party, the guide 
and the courier, had much the best of 
it, though, perhaps, they were of a 
different opinion. A new road, suitable 
for carriages, is being made over the 
pass, and as blasting was going on in 
some parts, we had to take a path some- 
what rougher than the usual one. Oc- 
casionally we saw great masses of stone 
falling, but none came suflficiently near 



OF AN INVALID, 41 

to make us uneasy. Soon what I may 
call the ^^ Swiss pest" attacked us, in 
the shape of miserable little children 
offering wild strawberries, Alpine roses, 
and other mountain flowers. After a 
good deal of alternate ascent and de- 
scent, we came, at last, to a very steep 
incline, where the mud appeared to be 
several feet deep. Down this, Mrs. 
Clay's horse took it into its head to 
gallop, much to her alarm. Mr. Clay, 
anything but gratified at the sight, dis- 
mounted from his horse and left him 
to pick his own way through the nure. 
By his advice, I too descended, and the 
courier led my steed, while Mr. Clay 
and I, arm in arm, floundered through 
the mud, into which I sank a foot or 
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SO deep, and only extricated myself with 
some difficulty and a little assistance. 
After this adventure, my appearance 
was decidedly elegant. Remounting, we 
proceeded without further accident along 
the edge of some unpleasant-looking pre- 
cipices, till we arrived at the foot of the 
pass where the road divides into two 
branches, one to Brienz, the other to 
Meyringen. Our view had not been 
good, as, though it did not rain, it was 
very misty and dull. Under a covered 
bridge at the junction of the roads, we 
found some carriages. Into one of these 
we put the horses, who, after a three 
hours' drive and a two and a half hours' 
climb across the pass, had now to drag 
us three miles further to Brienz. This 
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final proceeding Mrs. Clay very justly 
stigmatized as adding insult to injury. 
Our luggage had been brought over on 
the backs of porters. 

Murray calls the Lake of Brienz dull, 
but we were very well pleased with it, 
as the mountains rise grandly and 
abruptly from its sides. Perhaps we 
were, however, that day in a particularly 
amiable mood and were inclined to judge 
favourably of all we saw. I myself was 
delighted with crossing the Briinigg. 
There was, to me, so much novelty in 
it, and the little spice of risk incurred 
in riding along the narrow edge of pre- 
cipices, completed my enjoyment. A 
friend who afterwards crossed the Brii- 
nigg on a very bright day, described its 
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scenery as strongly resembling that of 
an English park. 

An easy drive of three quarters of an 
hour, along a capital road, took us to 
the village of Brienz. Here there is a 
large carving manufactory, and novices, 
like myself, are sure to purchase a trifle 
or two. We had the inn, which af- 
forded us a very fair dinner, to which 
the mountain air made us do ample 
justice, all to ourselves. The waiter 
told us that many people came over 
by the evening steamer from Inter- 
laken to sleep, but these persons we 
found to exist, on that evening, at least, 
only in his imagination. A good night 
naturally followed so exciting a day. 
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CHAPTER VL 

Friday, August 24, was a glorious day. 
The fine weather caused us to make 
an alteration in our plans. We had 
intended to do no more than proceed 
by steamer from Brienz to Interlaken. 
It was necessary to take a small boat 
from our hotel to the place of em- 
barkation, a distance of ten minutes* 
row. We had hardly started, before 
it struck Mrs. Clay and myself that it 
would be a pity to waste such delightftil 
weather, and that we might as well 
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visit the Giessbach fall and then go 
on to Interlaken. Besides, the lake 
looked most inviting for * a row, and we 
had had plenty of experience of steam- 
boats. 

A short half-hour took us to the foot 
of the Giessbach, to see which to advan- 
tage you have to climb a tolerably 
steep ascent. The fall is composed of 
seven cascades, and as you arrive at 
each, you are tempted to go on to the 
next. I ascended to the last but two. 
This was also the limit of Mrs. Clay's 
venture, but Mr. Clay mounted to the 
next and stood on a bridge behind the 
cascade. The view through this screen 
had, he told us, a very curious effect. 
I regretted that I had not seen it. The 
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whole fall is most beautiful. I do not 
know that the mass of descending water 
is very imposing, but it is essentially 
pretty, and the abundance of trees 
around it contribute to tame down any 
natural wildness of the scene. We were 
sorry that we had not slept at the Giess- 
bach Hotel (a new institution, some 
three or four years old, professing to 
be entirely English in its arrangements), 
more especially as the fall was then 
lighted up every night. In a cage, 
looking rather unhappy, we here saw 
a live chamois, in prison for three years 
and not yet tame, we were told. 

Having spent an hour at the falls, 
we re -embarked, and, after a delightful 
row of two hours, reached Interlaken, 
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where we found it extremely hot. In- 
terlaken is shut in by mountains, and 
lies so low that no air seems to come 
from them. It is made up of shops, 
hotels, and pensions. Of the two latter 
establishments there are upwards of 
forty, and at the time of our stay, 
there were some three to four thousand 
strangers in the place. 

Between two mountains of lesser height, 
and more in the background, rises up the 
Jungfrau, which is allowed by every one 
to be the most beautiful of the Alps in 
shape. The sunset was most splendid, 
and the Jungfrau became, for a fe^ 
minutes, perfectly pink. This effect 
only occurs a few times in the year, and, 
though the sunsets of the two following 
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days were very fine, that peculiar tint 
did not re-appear. 

Interlaken is, on the whole, a very 
dear place. I do not mean that the 
hotels exceed in price those in other 
parts of Switzerland, but fruit, which 
was everywhere else extremely cheap, 
was here charged three times as high. 
What there was, too, was of the vilest 
description. Books also had an ad- 
ditional percentage laid on, and more 
was asked for the carvings, of which 
there is a great variety here, than any- 
where. 

Still the place has its attractions. 
There is a great deal of bustle and stir 
in it, and some of the women are, posi- 
tively, almost good-looking. Their cos- 

E 
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tume, too, is very neat and unassuming, 
consisting simply of a black skirt with 
apron of the same colour, black velvet 
vest, worn low in front, where it is met 
by a full white — ^what shall I call it? — 
boddice, going right up to the throat, 
with corresponding long white sleeves 
coming down to the wrist. The dolls 
* sold in the toy-shops are exact repre- 
sentations of Interlaken women. The 
same costume extends to the country 
round. 

The day after our arrival was again 
very fine. Mr. and Mrs. Clay employed 
it well in driving to see the Staubbach, 
a waterfall in the valley of Lauter- 
brunnen, and then going to Thun by 
steamer to fetch letters. I, for my part. 
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took a walk to the Castle of Unspunnen, 
the way up to which leads through a 
pine wood. The shade was most wel- 
come, as the Sim was burning. I had 
with me an old man who had served 
in the French army. From that nation 
he had, possibly, acquired the loquacity 
which broke out in very indiflferent 
German. Among other things, he told 
me that he had, more than once, served 

as guide to a coimtryman of mine, a 
certain "Lord Pill," as he pronounced 
the name. Who this could be, I was, 
at first, rather puzzled to discover. At 
last, it struck me that the old fellow 
must mean Sir Robert Peel, and so it 
proved. I then explained that he was 
not a lord, and attempted to give him 

e2 
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some idea of the rank of an English 
baronet; but, nevertheless, I dare say, 
Sir Robert is still " Lor' Pill " in his 
mind. I was heartily sick of the old 
man's chatter by the time we got back 
to the hotel, and only too glad to find 
means of escaping his obliging offer to 
show me over the parqueterie manu- 
factory of the Messrs. Seller, where, he 
informed me, he worked in the winter. 
The day was so hot that I only took 
a quiet stroll by the Lake of Brienz in 
the afternoon. Interlaken lies between 
the lakes of Thun and Brienz, but much 
nearer to the latter. As I was return- 
ing to the Schweizerhof, I was stopped 
by a man who immediately began talk- 
ing in a very vehement way. Who he 
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was, I did not, at first, recollect, but 
presently made him out to be the land- 
lord of the inn at Brienz. He had 
actually walked all the way to Inter- 
laken, a distance of eight or ten miles, 
to return us the sum of two francs, 
being an overcharge in his bill for 
bougies^ which, after our departure, we 
had remarked to the boatmen who 
brought us to Interlaken. Whether he 
was afraid of our giving him a bad 
character, or that the mistake really 
weighed on his conscience, I cannot 
pretend to decide. At any rate, I 
thought he might have spared himself 
so long a walk, and have sent the money 
by post. 

At sunset the Jungfrau became all 
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gold colour, but this was not to be 
compared to the pink of the night before 
for beauty. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

After spending the morning of Sunday 
in writing letters, I drove in the after- 
noon with Mr. Clay to the valley of 
Lauterbrunnen to see the Staubbach. 

Almost immediately after leaving In- 
terlaken, the road follows the course of 
a stream called the Lutschine, which 

I 

dashes along with immense force over 
a rocky bed. The mere sight of this 
most beautiful stream was refreshing, as 
the day was uncommonly hot and the 
sun had immense power. About half- 
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way to the Staubbacli, the road divides 
into two branches ; one leading to Giin- 
delwald, the other to the valley of 
Lauterbrunnen. At the same spot, the 
Lutschine is also divided into two 
streams. The one taking its rise in 
the glaciers of Grindelwald, is called 
the Black Lutschine, the other, which 
flows through the valley of Lauter- 
brunnen, is no less appropriately named 
the White Lutschine. Our road lay by 
the side of the latter, and we entered the 
valley of Lauterbrunnen, which is very 
narrow, and being enclosed by high 
mountains, was, consequently, deliciously 
cool on so broiling a day. We thought 
it the most delightful valley we had 
yet been in, and I do not hesitate to 
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pronounce the Lutschine the prettiest 
stream in all Switzerland. On arriving 
at the village of Lauterbrunnen (whence 
the passage of the Wengem Alp to 
Grindelwald is made), we left our car- 
riage and walked on to the fall. The 
Staubbach is composed of a narrow 
thread of water which makes a sheer 
descent of nine hundred feet from the 
top of the rock. The volume is so 
thin and small, that before reaching the 
bottom, it is so scattered as to have 
the appearance of very fine dust, whence 
its name, "Dust-stream." It has also 
been aptly compared to an extremely 
fine lace veil. Of its kind it is, I should 
think, unique. The Alpine horn was 
here played to awaken the echoes for 
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our benefit, or rather for that of the 
individual who gets a trifle for the 
performance. We were plagued as 
usual by old women and children oflfer- 
ing us stones, picked up in the neigh- 
bourhood, rude carvings, and anything 
else that gave them the smallest chance 
of receiving a few centimes. From the 
place where we left the carriage to the 
foot of the fall is about ten minutes' 
lazy stroll, along a fair path ; yet I was 
told by a lady, that, under the pretext 
that it was steep and some distance off, 
she was induced to be carried to it 
in one of the abominable chaises cb 
porteurSy sometimes used by ladies to 
go over the passes. I suppose it is 
much the same everywhere, but in 
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Switzerland the professors of the art 
of imposition are as ingenious as they 
are numerous. As the return home was 
down hill all the way, we reached Inter- 
laken some time before another fine 
sunset. For an easy excursion on a 
hot summer's day, I should say nothing 
could be more delightful than a drive 
to the Staubbach. 

Monday, the 27th, was again fine, 
so we left Interlaken at eight a.m., 
in a carriage, and drove to Grindelwald. 
The drive took three hours, as it is up 
hill all the way. Without its glaciers 
I do not think the valley of Grindelwald 
could stand a comparison in beauty 
with that of Lauterbrunnen. But these 
striking features in its scenery give it . 
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an overpowering attraction. After see- 
ing our rooms at the " Adler," we re- 
solved inunediately to visit the glaciers, 
and when the rain came on, about three 
P.M., we were very glad to have done 
so. 

As it is some distance to the Upper 
glacier, we all rode there, and were 
persuaded, much against our inclination, 
to take two men with us; whereas, one 
to guide Mrs. Clay's horse would have 
been quite suflScient. The second man 
turned out a nuisance too, for he sud- 
denly gave my horse a blow on his 
hind legs, which made him jump in a 
way that was anything but pleasant. 
Of course I told the man to take care 
how he did it again. I resolved not to 
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be taken in in the same way the next 
time I came to Grindelwald. On reach- 
ing a spot about a minute's walk from 
the glacier, we dismounted and were 
received by a boy, who conducted us 
on to the glacier, and showed us a 
small natural cavern, the inside of which 
was of a most splendid blue. On part- 
ing from our guide, we offered him a 
frank, which we thought very liberal 
payment for the little trouble he had 
had, but he demanded half-a-franc each 
person " for keeping the grotto clean," 
as he pretended. 

The lower glacier being only a few 
minutes' walk from the hotel, Mr. Clay 
and I dismissed our horses at the village 
church. At the lower glacier, which is 
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much dirtier than the upper, we were 
shown an artificial cavern, from the 
roof of which hung stalactites. These, 
seen by the light of candles placed 
inside, were well worth the half franc 
each person, which was asked for the 
sight. 

These glaciers were a great novelty 
to me. The cold air from them was 
very refreshing, as the weather was most 
sultry, and there were growing signs 
of the storm which burst on the vaUey 
at three o'clock, about half-an-hour after 
our return to the inn. After a tre- 
mendous down-pour of rain, accom- 
panied by thunder and lightning, the 
sun came out again for a few minutes, 
and the finest rainbow that I have ever 
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seen appeared. Part of It was on the 
side of the mountain, and the colours 
of the whole were most vivid. During 
the afternoon, people continued to arrive 
from the Wengem Alp and the Scheie 
degg. Most of them had been caught in ' 
the storm, and were wet through and 
through. The space in front of the 
inn presented a most lively appearance 
with the frequent arrivals and depar* 
tures. And here let me say a word 
in praise of the dinner at the inn, which, 
on inquiry, I found was due to the 
genius of a chef. The landlady, too, 
was the first really pretty woman I 
had seen in Switzerland. 

It poured at intervals during the 
afternoon and evening, and we went 
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to bed with* terj little hope of a fine 
day on the morrow. The weather was 
not perhaps of great importance for any 
portion of our intended route, except 
the lake of Thun, which it would be 
a pity to traverse in rain. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

OuK forebodings proved correct. It was 
wet when we arose. Fortunately the 
carriage, which had brought us from 
Interlaken and was to take us back, 
could be shut up, and this was done. 
We set off about eight a.m. At ten 
the rain ceased, the sun came out, and 
the day was splendid after all. Having 
picked up our luggage at Interlaken, we 
drove on to Neuhaus on the Lake of 
Thun, where the steamers call. I ad- 
mired this lake very much. It is prettier 
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than that of Brienz, though, of course, 
not to be compared to Lucerne. 

Thun, where we called at the post- 
office on our way to the station, has 
some very nice villas in its neighbour- 
hood. In particular, the Castle of 
Scliadau, the residence of a certain M. 
Rougemont, is most beautifully situated 
on the lake. At Thun station there are 
scarcely any refreshments to be had, so 
we were rather in a state of starvation 
for the next few hours, till we arrived 
at Berne, which is an hour's journey 
by railway from Thun. 

The time we had to dispose of at 
Berne, till the train left for Friburg, 
where we were to sleep, I employed in 
sight-seeing and dining. Berne is a nice 
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old place. From the platform, or terrace, 
close to which stands a very fine building, 
the Palace of the Confederation, a view 
of the Bernese Alps is obtained on clear 
days. But on this occasion, my usual 
ill-luck in weather prevailed, as it was 
growing very misty, and I could see 
nothing. The Minster has a fine organ 
and some curious stained glass windows. 
Two of the sights of the town I did 
not see: one is the figures which come 
out of a clock in a tower, under which 
I passed, when the hour is struck; the 
other is the bears kept by the town. 
The latter sight I did not in the least 
regret, as I feel sure the interesting 
animals in question are not equal to 
their brethren in our Zoological Gardens. 

f2 
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The sun was just setting as the train 
started for Friburg. To our great sur- 
prise, we found that the town of Friburg 
is some distance from the railway station. 
However, as we secured the coupe of the 
diligence, this did not much matter. 
Off we went with five horses, two 
wheelers, and three abreast in front, at 
no very rapid pace, up a very steep 
hill, which fully accounted for the rail- 
way stopping short where it did. The 
Zahringer Hof at Friburg is one of the 
best hotels in Switzerland, and here the 
beds were actually long enough to admit 
of one's stretching oneself out at full 
length. This was a great privilege, as 
everywhere on the Rhine, and in most 
Swiss hotels, the beds are by far too 
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short for an Englishman even of the 
middle height. Yet the people of both 
countries are not much inferior in stature 
to ourselves. I came to the conclusion 
that they coil themselves up in their 
beds like snails in their shells. 

Next day, I could see what a delight- 
ful situation Friburg has. Everybody 
has heard of its suspension bridges. 
The organ in the cathedral is no less 
famous. I " assisted," as the French 
say, at a performance on it, which took 
place at an early hour in the morning 
for the benefit of ourselves and some 
other tourists. The celebrated imitation 
of a storm followed a less striking piece. 

At half-past ten we set off for BuUe 
in an open carriage. The drive was 
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through country by no means interest* 
ing, I thought. Indeed the scenery 
very strongly resembled that of some 
of our tamer counties. From Bulle, 
where we dined very indifferently, to 
V^vay, our sleeping place, the views 
are much grander. The morning had 
been fine, but of course, as there was 
something worth seeing in the afternoon, 
it rained; and though it had stopped 
by the time we reached V^vay, still this 
first view of the lake of Geneva was 
not favourable. We got in about half- 
past six, the whole distance from Friburg 
to Vevay being only thirty-six miles. 
To do this had taken us eight hours 
including stoppages, but as we had no 
change of horses, the pace must be 
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considered fair. As we approached 
V^vay we passed a carriage which had 
left Bulle some time before us. Soon it 
passed us again, whereupon our driver, 
who was also the proprietor of the car- 
riage, said to the courier on the box 
with him, in furious tones, " Ce domeS' 
tique Id! IlVoseV^ and leant forward to 
strike the rival coachman. Had the 
courier not struck up his arm just in 
time, he would have hit the offender a 
heavy blow on the head. However, he 
revenged himself as well as he could 
by whipping up his horses and going 
by the other carriage in triumph. It 
seems he considered it a piece of imper- 
tinence on the part of a mere " servant " 
to pass him^ who owned the trap he 
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drove. Ou the other Land, this proud 
proprietor was not ashamed to ask for 
and take a bonfie^main^ or drink-monej. 

Vt^vay is well placed on the Lake of 
Geneva, and, from the excellence of its 
hotel, probably, the best in Switzerland, 
is much frequented by strangers, espe- 
cially English. Then it is but a short 
distance fiH)m the Oistle of Chillon, 
which is one of the stock sights in 
Switzerland. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

On the following day, the weather was 
again favourable, and I spent the morn- 
ing in paying a visit to Chillon. I had 
no very great desire to see the castle 
itself, as I had been told that it was 
nothing remarkable, and I did not care 
a straw for its associations, on which 
an American young lady we met ex- 
patiated very pathetically. But the blue 
lake looked most inviting, so I set off 
in a small boat. As I was alone, I had 
nothing to do but to admire the scenery 
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and talk to the boatman. We soon 
came in sight of those beautiful peaks, 
the Dents du Midi, and had an excellent 
view of them all the way. My boatman 
was very intelligent, and we had a great 
deal of conversation together. All Swiss 
children must attend school up to the 
age of fourteen or fifteen ; consequently, 
as a class, the peasantry are much 
better educated than our own. I found 
that this man gained his livelihood, in 
general, by the cultivation of a vine- 
yard which he rented. To get a little 
extra money, he hires himself as a boat- 
man for a month or two in the summer. 
He had never been far from home, but 
had a particular curiosity to see the sea. 
He could scarcely understand the motion 
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of the waves. But the existence of foam 
was what seemed to him most wonder- 
ful. I was rather amused when, on our 
arrival at Chillon, after an hour and a 
quarter's pull, he said that the time had 
not seemed at all long to him. 

Chillon, which is — unromantic though 
it may be to say it — a low little castle, 
of the most simple construction, with no 
claims to beauty, is situated on a very 
small promontory, at a short distance 
from the Villeneuve or western end of 
the Lake of Geneva. 

On ascending the steps which lead 
from the water, I found a party going 
over the apartments and joined them. 
The only two rooms at all remarkable, 
were the chapel of the Dukes of Savoy, 
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to whom Chillon formerly belonged, and 
the chapel for the servants, which I 
thought a better room than that for 
the master. I was just coming away, 
when it struck me that, after all, I had 
not seen the dungeon of Bonnivard. 
So, as it was as well to see all, I went 
back and was shown into the lower 
regions. The only noticeable feature 
in them are the fine arches which 
support the ceiling. As for the stones 
worn away by the feet of the prisoner, 
I did not pretend to have seen them, 
as it is really too dark down below for 
any one to be able to distinguish the 
marks, even if they «xist, and I did not 
care to borrow upon my imagination 
to the necessary extent. 
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The row back took up an hour and 
a half. The steamer for Geneva was to 
leave at three, so we had only time 
to buy some excellent fruit on our 
way to the landing-place. We touched, 
among other places, at Lausanne and 
at Nion, where Madame de Stael was 
born, and, towards seven o'clock, began 
to see the lights of Geneva dancing on 
the water. A storm had just come on, 
and we had on one side frequent flashes 
of lightning from a dark mass of clouds, 
and on the other the bright lights from 
the town, where we arrived at half- 
past seven. The heat that night was 
most oppressive. For some time it was 
quite impossible to go to sleep. To get 
all the air I could, I left my windows 
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open till midniglit, when I was obliged 
to shut them on account of the noise 
in the streets. We were to start for 
Chamounix early the next morning, so 
that it was additionally provoking to 
be kept awake so long. 
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CHAPTER X. 

About half-past five the next morning, 
I awoke with the sound of martial music 
in my ears. On looking out of the 
window, I saw a company of Swiss 
soldiers embarking on board the steamer 
which was to take them away from 
Geneva. They were being loudly 
cheered by the Genevese, and replied 
with equal ardour. I was told that the 
feeling against the Emperor Napoleon 
was very strong at Geneva. Probably 
it made the people all the more vehe- 
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ment in their demonstrations of sym- 
pathy for their defenders. Viewed in 
the light of protests against French 
ambition and covetousness, these cheers 
were grateful to all lovers of liberty. 
Such thoughts came naturally to my 
mind, as we were about to enter — what 
has been, not inaptly, termed " Naboth's 
Vineyard " — Savoy, so lately extorted 
from the reluctant King of Sardinia. 

The " diligence, " by courtesy so- 
called, was to start at half-past seven 
for Chamounix. Soon after that hour, 
the lumbering old vehicle actually got 
under weigh. The road, for the first 
few miles, passes through the suburbs 
of Geneva, which include a great many 
villas, belonging to some of the wealthy 
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townsmen. Many of them are delight- 
fully situated in gardens going down to 
the banks of the lake. Shortly after, 
we crossed the small stream which 
serves as a boundary between the terri- 
tory of Geneva and what is now, alas ! 
French soil. 

Had not the day been dull and pro- 
mised rain before long, the view I should 
now have obtained would have been 
excellent, as I was perched on the 
banquette behind the driver. My friends 
were in the coupL I, myself, occupied 
the seat properly belonging to the con- 
ducteur^ who, however, to enable us to 
carry an extra passenger, had kindly 
resigned it to me. A most jolly, 
good-natured fellow our conducteur 

G 
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was, always ready for a joke, and 
very proud of the praises which were 
showered upon his driving from the 
banquette^ when he, for a short time, 
relieved the coachman and took the 
reins into his own hands. None of our 
drivers, who were changed at every 
stage, could succeed in flogging any 
energy into their wretched cattle; but 
the conducteur^ by dint of constant uh's 
and a judicious application of the whip, 
succeeded in making the poor beasts 
spin along at a pace of, perhaps, six 
or seven miles an hour. This was 
evidently a wonderful achievement from 
the way in which the hero looked round 
for admiration from time to time. It 
was most amusing to see the state of 
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merriment produced in this man by 
some awful ghost stories which our 
courier, who was also on the banquette^ 
related for his edification. After being 
roused by one of these, he resumed for 
a time the office of coachman with 
great success. In spite, however, of his 
utmost efforts, I cannot alter my con- 
viction that it is a cruel mockery to 
call these coveyances diligences. A 
much more appropriate name would 
be the '^ par esse ^ The whole distance 
from Geneva to Sallenches, where you 
have to take to char-cL-hancs^ is only 
eighteen miles; yet we spent nearly 
six hours, including stoppages, in per- 
forming the journey. 

Almost immediately on entering Savoy, 

g2 
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we began to pass under triumphal arches 
erected in honour of the Emperor's visit, 
by the spontaneous enthusiasm of the 
inhabitants, as the Moniteur would have 
us believe, but really built and decorated 
by workmen employed and paid by 
the mayor of each commune^ an official 
appointed by the Imperial Prefect of 
the province. 

This I must say, by whomever erected, 
they did credit to the taste of their 
designers. The approaching presence 
of their imperial master did not prevent 
the usual amount of begging by children 
and even older persons. Miserable look- 
ing creatures they were, and if the in- 
habitants of the rest of Savoy are at 
all like those of Faucigny and Chablais, 
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I don't at all congratulate his wily 
Majesty on his new acquisition of 
subjects. 

The drive must be delightful on a 
fine day, but the weather continued so 
dull that we did not enjoy the scenery 
much. We passed a curious rock in 
which clear-sighted people discover a 
resemblance to the profile of Louis 
Philippe, and our courier, who has the 
eyes of a lynx, declared that the likeness 
was striking. 

We reached Sallenches in pouring rain 
about one o'clock. The whole place 
was en fSte^ that is to say, the mayor 
and . the oflScials were in a great state of 
delight at the opportunity that was about 
to be afforded them of degrading them- 



86 THE SUMMER TOUB 

selves still further by abject flattery of 
their tyrant. So they had had flags and 
eagles distributed everywhere, making 
the place look very gay, but also ofier- 
ing a most unpleasant contrast to the 
wretched objects clothed in rags and 
decorated with dirt, who are dignified 
by the name of His Majesty's faithful 
Savoyards! To some of these people 
we spoke to ascertain to what extent 
they were really animated by enthu- 
siasm for their new sovereign. Most 
were utterly indifferent to the change; 
only those who expected to make any 
pecuniary profit by it, showed the 
smallest gratification. 

Sallenches is a dull little place on the 
Arve, which would be quite unnoticed 
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were it not the half-way house to Cha- 
mounix. Here we had a very nasty 
meal, politely called dinner, and then 
set off in a char-cL-hanc for Chamounix, 
a drive of seventeen miles, up a rough 
ascent the whole way. It was to take 
up five hours, and did not fail to exceed 
its allowance of time, as usual. But, as 
we managed to get the char-cL-hanc to 
ourselves, the only inconvenience of this 
delay was the cold. The days draw in 
so fast at the end of August, and it was 
very wet and damp. The jolting was 
violent and incessant, nor were our 
mules very active. I was very much 
amused once, on their pausing for a 
moment at a very stiff piece of ascent, 
to hear our driver, who was walkings 
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call out to them '^Mais ne votes arritez-vous 
done pas ici!^^ in a tone of mixed grief 
and indignation. I think it was more 
in sorrow than in anger; it seemed as 
if he were hurt at this being the result 
of all the trouble he had bestowed upon 
their education. 

It was past seven o'clock when we 
at last drew near to our destination, 
where, however, the mountains were 
envdoped in mist, and nothing was to 
be seen but the small cluster of hotels 
and cottages, that compose the village 
of Chamounix. 

s The "Royal" having been retained 
for the Emperor and duly decorated 
with flags, &c., we went to the H6tel 
d'Angleterre, and were very glad to 
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have our dinner. We found the inn 
very full — ^both of people and the impe- 
rial visit. The beds proved clean; so 
we had a comfortable night, which we 
much needed. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

On coming down to breakfast at what, 
while travelling, one considers rather a 
late hour, I found that my friends were 
meditating an excursion to the Mon- 
tanvert. The morning was tolerably 
fine, and the guides were favourable to 
their making the expedition. So, about 
half-past ten, they set off on mules. I 
was surprised at the size of these 
animals here. My own intention was 
simply to stroll about the valley. But 
as the sun had gone in and the clouds 
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were gathering fast, I waited for some 
time. At last I left the hotel; but I 
had not proceeded two hundred yards 
before the rain began, and I was glad 
to turn back. At the hotel, people were 
discussing tlie great event of the next 
day, namely, the arrival of the Emperor, 
who was to sleep on Saturday night at 
Sallenches, and leave early on Sunday 
morning for Chamounix. I was told 
that several Englishmen had left our 
hotel that morning, saying that they 
were not going to waste their time, 
when they would not be allowed to go 
anywhere on Sunday. Indeed, the 
village was already filling with soldiers, 
gendarmes^ and police agents. The 
proper number of flags had been already 
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hoisted, the customary triumphal arch 
erected, and suitable preparations made 
for an illumination. At the " Royal " 
I saw the rooms prepared for the impe- 
rial guests. They had been entirely 
re-famished, at a considerable expense. 
I should say that the reception of an 
Emperor was a very doubtful sort of 
pecuniary speculation. Our own hotel 
rejoiced in a number of small cannon, 
with which to salute the imperial arrival. 

The rain, however, seemed about to 
mar the joy of these devoted subjects 
of a newly-acquired sovereign, for it 
scarcely ceased to descend during the 
whole of Saturday. 

About half-past four, my friends re- 
turned from their expedition, soaked to 
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the skin; so that it was no matter of 
regret to me that I had not accompanied 
them. Of course they had seen nothing 
but mist. If companions in misfortune 
can serve to console in such* a case, 
they had no want of this solace. Num- 
bers of persons, deceived by the brilliant 
commencement of the day, had gone up, 
like themselves, and had a good drench- 
ing for their pains. 

Sunday was to be the grand day. It 
had been reported that Louis Napoleon 
would leave Sallenches at six a.m., and 
reach Chamounix at eleven. So the 
clergyman who was that day to conduct 
the service at the new English church, 
appointed it for nine a.m. that it might 
be over before the Emperor's arrival. 
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and not be disturbed by the report of 
the guns, &c. His intentions were, 
however, most cruelly frustrated by His 
Majesty's carriage driving up about ten 
o'clock, and being received with salvos 
of all the artillery in the place. The 
new master of Savoy came in an open 
carriage, as, though the day was very 
dull, it did not rain early. As he drove 
up, the guides who, with tri-coloured 
ribbons in their hats, and their alpen- 
stocks decorated in the same way, had 
been drawn up in a body, and some of 
the police agents scattered among the 
crowd, raised a few cries of " Vive 
VEmpereurl Vive V Imperatrice ! ^^ but 
the peasants themselves, with scarcely 
an exception, maintained a stupid in- 
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different silence. A band of music^ 
which had been practising " Partant pour 
la Syria " for several days previously, 
now struck up that silly romance, and 
their Majesties having entered the hotel, 
the Emperor appeared for a few moments 
on the balcony. He seemed about to 
address the people, but whether he 
actually did so or not, I cannot say, as 
I only watched the proceedings from the 
balcony of our hotel. Some English- 
men standing there, were, like myself, 
thrown into fits of laughter, by seeing 
the cautious way in which "boots," to 
whom the discharge of the artillery had 
been confided, applied the matches to 
the cannon. 

The Emperor and Empress had now 
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gone to breakfast, so the little crowd 
began to disperse. Our courier soon 
came in and gave me an amusing 
account of the conversation he had held 
with one of the servant maids of our 
hotel. She was standing by him in the 
crowd to watch the imperial arrival, 
and when the carriage drew up, and 
the Empress got out, she exclaimed, 
in a tone of astonishment, "But the 
Empress has not got her crown on!" 
Our courier, who is a bit of a wag, 
immediately replied, very gravely, " No ; 
she wears it under her bonnet." Satis- 
fied with this explanation, the girl pro- 
ceeded with her remarks. The next 
was, " And the Emperor, he too has 
not got his crown on ! " " No," was 
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the calm reply, " it is under his hat, and 
when he takes it off, vous le verrez^ comme 
il sera heau^ The goose believed every 
word he said, and he went on to inform 
her that the four smart outriders were 
Marshals of France, that they had 
originally been cobblers, but had been 
raised to their present position by his 
Majesty, and other equally probable and 
veracious stories, all of which the girl 
swallowed and reported for the edifica- 
tion of the lower regions at our hotel. 

I have already alluded to the fact that 
all excursions on that day were out of 
the question, even had the weather not 
been so unfavourable. Their Majesties 
were to have gone to the Montanvert, 
but as it was raining, the excursion was 

H 
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put off till the next day. Still, the 

Empress, as if determined not to be 

done out of everything, started off for 

the Glacier des Bossons with some of 

her ladies, while her husband only 

strolled about and visited a shop near 

the " Royal." He was walking, as it 

were, incog. ^ in some fields with two 

oflScers during the afternoon, when our 

courier came up to ask if I would like 

to get a near view of him. He seemed 

to wish me to go, so I accompanied him 

towards the said fields. We had not 

gone fiir, when we saw two men of most 

unprepossessing appearance, in dirty 

coats and slouch hats, dogging our 

steps. Presently they passed and turned 

up a path to the right. We fdUowed, 
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and our courier, who had already told 
me that they were spies, as was very 
evident from the way in which they 
watched us, went up to them and asked, 
in a careless way, " whether they knew 
where the Emperor was?" whereupon 
one of them shrugged his shoulders 
and, with the air of an injured innocent, 
said, " Noils vHen savons rien.^^ We then 
turned, met and passed the Emperor 
and his companions, and saw the two 
mouchards still following wherever he 
went. What a pleasant life to lead! 
how delightful to have one's safety 
perpetually looked after by police spies ! 
Of these useful but unornamental 
articles, there were, in attendance upon 

h2 
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tlicir Imperial master, at Chamounix, 
four chiefs and sixty underlings. 

In the evening, the illumination, which 
had a very pretty effect, took place, and 
some very bad fireworks, which were 
said to be offered to the Emperor by 
tlie commune, but were really given 
by him, were let off. I went out to 
see tlie place lighted up, but soon 
returned home. Later in the evening, 
I heard some unmistakable English 
cheers; and was afterwards informed, 
by a young man who took part in them, 
that some of my countrymen, for the 
sake of a bit of fun, had got up a 
demonstration in favour of the Empress. 
It was not difficult to foresee that the 
French official newspapers would pervert 
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this silly and ill-timed applause into 
enthusiasm for both their Majesties. I 
expressed an opinion to that effect to 
my informant, and sure enough the 
Moniteur, or Menteur as it has been 
justly nicknamed, announced that " their 
Majesties had been enthusiastically re- 
ceived by the whole population, espe- 
cially by some of the English staying 
at Chamounix, by whom their Majesties 
were loudly cheered." I here give the 
rights of the story, and think it lucky 
that the oflScial " liar " did not assert, 
in speaking of the occurrence, that it 
was evident from this that all English- 
men did not disapprove of the annexa- 
tion of Savoy. 

As Napoleon was to leave Chamounix 
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the next morning, we hoped to be able, 
towards the middle of the day, to make 
some excursion, weather permitting. In 
this we were not disappointed, for we 
were informed on Monday morning, that 
the Emperor and Empress, as it was 
not raining, though still dull, had started 
at six for the Montanvert, and would 
leave Chamounix about eleven, after 
which hour we could go anywhere we 
liked. To beguile the time, I walked 
about among the people, and watched 
the preparations for departure. At one 
time, I got into a little crowd of 
Savoyard women, and was instantly 
obliged to make an abrupt retreat with 
my handkerchief to my nose; the smell 
from these disgusting little specimens 
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of the female race was so overpower- 
ing ! 

At last, off went the cannon, announc- 
ing the return of their Majesties, and 
presently they entered their carriage 
and drove away. I saw the Empress 
quite close, and could perceive none of 
those striking charms which flattering 
courtiers and susceptible Englishmen 
ascribe to her. True, she was pale and 
fatigued with her rapid journeys; still, 
I cannot help agreeing with what a 
countryman said to me at Chamounix, 
" If she had not been an Empress, her 
beauty never would have been re- 
marked." Of affecting incidents con- 
nected with her visit to Chamounix, 
such as the ridiculous story that lately 
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appeared in the papers, about her burst- 
ing into tears, when some of the peasantry 
at Ajaccio enthusiastically (?) kissed a 
miniature of the Imperial Prince, I heard 
none. Such stories always give me the 
impression of being — not too good to 
be true, but too utterly absurd to take 
in anybody wiser than the silly servant- 
girl of the H6tel d' Angleterre. 

I have already said that the reports 
of the French papers, about the enthu- 
siasm manifested by the Savoyards for 
their new sovereign, were entirely false. 
The people were utterly indifferent to 
the change. The only grinning faces 
that I saw were those of some hideous 
little Savoyard girls, who had been 
dressed out in white frocks and tricolour 
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ribbons to present a bouquet to the 
Empress. On the departure of the 
Imperial corthge^ not a dozen voices were 
raised to cheer, and the only sentiment 
of the throng was idle curiosity. 

It would seem that attending upon 
great people is not all pleasure, for wfe 
were told by some oflScers of dragoons, 
who slept at our hotel on Saturday, 
that they spent Sunday night on the 
bare boards in the guard-house. But, 
perhaps, as they had had the honour of 
dining with the Emperor in the evening, 
theirs was, after all, a very enviable lot. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

At noon, we were at last able to set 
off for the Glacier des Bossons. We 
had each a mule, and the same guide 
as my friends had had to the Montan- 
vert, one of the silly regulations at Cha- 
mounix being that a guide and even, I 
believe, mules once employed must be 
retained, or rather re-employed, during 
the whole period of your stay. Our 
mules had the usual saddles with high 
pommels before and behind. At first, 
we had only to jog along the road 
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towards Saint Martin for two or three 
miles, and after riding a short distance, 
I felt it to be so absurd to be on the 
back of an animal proceeding at a walk- 
ing pace, when I could get on so much 
better on my ovm legs, that I dis- 
mounted and walked till we turned off 
to commence the real ascent. This was 
sufficiently steep to make me glad of 
the mule. I found, however, his jerk- 
ing mode of ascending rather trying 
for a time, and had just begun to get 
used to it, when we reached the spot 
where the mules are left. From here, 
a pretty steep climb of ten or fifteen 
minutes brought us to the edge of the 
glacier. Women and children now 
pestered us with offers of iron spikes 
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to be fastened to the boots as a pre- 
ventive against falls on the ice, which, 
they told us, was unusually sKppery on 
account of the heavy rains of the pro- 
ceeding days. My friends immediately 
donned a pair of spikes each, but I, 
despising what I thought useless incum- 
brances, indignantly rejected them. I 
had not, however, proceeded more than 
a few yards, when I nearly fell, and was 
obliged to confess that spikes might be 
of use. With them, I got on very well. 
The Glacier des Bossons, unlike the 
Mer de Glace, which is composed solely 
of ice, consists chiefly, if not entirely, 
of frozen snow, a much more slippery 
substance. In beauty, the Glacier des 
Bossons also, according to the opinion 
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of my friends, surpassed the Mer de 
Glace, which is of a dull, dirty colour. 
The whiteness of this glacier was in- 
deed surprising, We crossed one cre- 
vasse about a foot wide, and I admired 
the wonderful blue of its sides. The 
breadth of the Bossops, where we 
crossed it, is, I should say, at the 
utmost a quarter of a mile, as the pas- 
sage only occupied us about ten minutes, 
including momentary halts. The air 
was, of course, very cold upon it, but 
we were all much pleased at having 
made the little expedition. 

On arrival at the other side, we, after 
a few minutes' rest, made for the Cas- 
cade des P^lerins. On our way, we 
found great numbers of ^ild straw- 
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berries, which refresh the mouth as one 
goes along. As is well known, the Pe- 
Mrins is now a cascade of little beauty ; 
and, after a short halt, we went on to 
the Cascade du Dard, rather superior to 
it. 

Here our guide informed me that there 
was, some ten minutes' climb higher, a 
most curious cascade which he would 
like to show me. So, leaving Mr. and 
Mrs. Clay to repose their somewhat 
weary limbs, I accompanied him, and a 
very stiff pull up it was. Still the sight 
was worth the trouble. The like of 
this cascade I had not seen either in 
Switzerland or in Wales, where there 
are some very pretty falls. The water 
came rushing down into a sort of natural 
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stone basin, which was so shaped as 
immediately to hurl it up again into the 
air, whence it descended in the form of 
an arch of spray. The effect was woii- 
derfiil, and I repeat that I think the fall 
must be unique. 

As we were going down again,^ our 
guide gave me a strong hint that he 
expected an addition to his pay for 
showing me this fall, by saying that 
some gentlemen he had conducted there 
a day or two ago, were so delighted that 
they had given him an extra franc or so 
for his trouble. After this, I was not 
surprised to find another franc charged 
in his bill for it. This I did not grudge, 
as I had seldom seen anything more 
picturesque. 
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Having rejoined my companions, we 
remounted our mules, which had been 
brought round to meet us. Mr. Clay, 
who had the best animal, again took 
the lead, and I, who had the worst, 
brought up the rear. This order was 
kept, till within about a mile of Cha- 
mounix, to which place we returned 
by some narrow paths across the fields, 
when, as Mr. Clay had been boasting 
of his mule's superior speed, I resolved 
to make a desperate effort to head him. 
Accordingly, by dint of loud and re- 
peated "wA uhs!^^ and an imlimited ap- 
plication of walking-stick, I succeeded in 
passing Mrs. Clay, and coming up with 
Mr. Clay, who thereupon began to trot. 
I did the same, and finally h^ad^d him 
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and won the race, though I must con- 
fess that Mr. Clay's unwillingness to 
endure the awful jolting of a mule-trot, 
contributed, as much as my own stick, 
to my success. So he gave in, and I 
rode on in triumph to the hotel. 

Although the day had not been bril- 
liant, the sun had occasionally peeped 
out, and the weather was what they call 
fine at Chamounix. We had enjoyed 
our excursion thoroughly, and had ob- 
tained a ravenous appetite. As we 
were to leave again for Geneva the next 
morning, an early bed closed the day. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

At half-past seven on the 4th of Sep- 
tember, we quitted Chamounix in a 
char-cL-hanc. As yet, we could not pre- 
tend to have seen the top of Mont 
Blanc ; but, as if on purpose to give us 
a glimpse, he, as we were driving along, 
uncovered for a few minutes, and we 
had a distinct view of the summit. This 
we felt to be a little consolation for the 
bad weather during the first two days 
of our stay. 
As the road was rough, and the pro- 
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gress of the char was therefore slow, I 
varied the journey by walking a few 
miles. The air is so exhilarating that 
a pedestrian gets over the ground at a 
rapid pace, and as the carriage stopped 
at Servoz, half Way between Chamounix 
and St. Martin, to refresh both driver 
and horses, I had advanced some four 
or five miles before it overtook me. My 
pace had been so good that my friends 
had become suflSciently anxious to in- 
quire of the peasants on the road whe- 
ther they had seen me pass. 

We reached St. Martin, whence the 
diligence starts at eleven, and were then 
coolly informed that we had an hour 
and a half to spare ''pour le dSje^ner^^' 
so that they had actually made us get 
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up an hour and a half sooner than was 
necessary. To beguile the time, we 
walked to Sallenches and back, and 
found the flags and arches, erected for 
the Emperor, still up. 

At half-past twelve the diligence set 
off. We had engaged the cabriolet, a 
sort of banqtcette with a hood over it 
behind. We found that all view of the 
country was effectually excluded by the 
body of the coach in front of us, but as 
we had occasional showers of rain all 
the way, this privation was of no im- 
portance. 

Many fields we passed were under 
water, and things looked so desolate that 
we were very glad to reach Geneva, 
which we did in time for the welcome 
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half-past seven o'clock tahle-d'hdte at the 
Ecu. 

The following morning was at our 
disposal to inspect Geneva, as the ex- 
press did not leave for Paris till three 

P.M. 

The Genevese shops are extremely 
pretty, and I was as much attracted by 
the jeweller's display as any lady might 
be at Howell and James's. Capital 
fruit, a refreshment to which Mrs. Clay 
and I were very partial, was also to be 
had for a few sous. Then the weather 
was cooler than it had been four days 
before, so that our stay at Geneva made 
a most favourable impression upon us. 
I had but one cause of complaint there : 
this was that I could obtain no letters, 
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though I am convmced, from what I 
have since ascertained at home, that 
some were then actually lying there for 
me. I had had none for a fortnight. 
The post-oflSce people do not take the 
trouble to forward them from one place 
to another, even though you leave the 
address in their hands, unless you write 
whenever you want them. Perhaps 
they will some day be sent to London. 
A gentleman told me that, without his 
orders, some of his eventually followed 
him there.' 

Geneva, and the places on its lake, 
are a great resort for young married 
couples, especially from France and 
England. We met a great many who 
were unmistakably spending the honey- 
moon. 
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At three our train left Geneva, and 
arrived ^t Dijon, where we were to 
sleep, about half-past eleven. At that 
hour we set off to walk through the 
silent streets to an inn to which we had 
written. On ringing them up we found 
they had not received the letter, a fact 
which I, for one, did not regret, as the 
appearance of the house was most un- 
prepossessing. So on we went, and, at 
last, reached the Hotel du Pare. It was 
one o'clock by the time I got to bed. 
Fortunately the Paris train did not 
start till noon the next day, so we had 
plenty of time to sleep off our fatigue. 

We arrived in Paris the next evening. 
It was my first visit there, and, as the 
following day was very bright, my im- 
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pressions were most favourable. Its 
lightness, its airiness, and the absence 
of smoke, struck me forcibly. We only 
spent two days there, so I had time to 
see no more than the shops, the Bois 
de Boulogne, and a church or two. 

To crown the pleasure of our tour, 
which had lasted exactly four weeks, I 
was not ill in crossing the Channel. I 
had enjoyed my first continental trip 
very much. Four things, only, had dis- 
pleased me abroad : the want of punctu- 
ality, the want of cleanliness, the want 
of female beauty, and the want of indi- 
vidual liberty. 



THE END. 
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